YBRMA
DOLORES: Yenna!
YERMA: I'm not a shameless married woman, but I know that chil-
dren are born of a man and a woman. Oh, if only I could have
them by myself!
DOLORES: Remember, your husband suffers, too.
YERMA: He doesn't suffer. The trouble is, he doesn't want children!
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Don't say that!
YERMA: I can tell that in his glance, and, since he doesn't want them,
he doesn't give them to me. I don't love him; I don't love him,
and yet he's my only salvation. By honour and by blood. My only
salvation.
FIRST OLD WOMAN [with fear}: Day will soon be breaking. You
ought to go home.
DOLORES: Before you know it, the flocks will be out, and it wouldn't
do for you to be seen alone.
YERMA: I needed this relief. How many times do I repeat the prayers?
DOLORES: The laurel prayer, twice; and at noon, St Anne's prayer.
When you feel pregnant, bring me the bushel of wheat you pro-
mised me.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: It's starting to lighten over the hills already.
Go.
DOLORES: They'll soon start opening the big street doors; you'd
best go around by the ditch.
YERMA [discouraged]: I don't know why I came!
DOLORES: Are you sorry?
YBRMA: No!
DOLORES [disturbed]: If you're afraid, I'll go with you to the corner.
FIRST OLD WOMAN [uneasily]: It'll just be daylight when you reach
home.
[Koto are heard.]
DOLORES: Quiet.
[They listen.]
FIRST OLD WOMAN: It's nobody. God go with you.
[YERMA starts toward the door, lut at this moment a knock is heard.
The THREE WOMEN are standing.]
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